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even the border,
we can't hear past calls.
Sonia, you only can give me shelter
in this empty land.
Where is the trace
of the fire way
that leads to the land
of peaceful and happy life?
Lazarus40 will come
to the eternal land of light
discarding the dead drowsiness.
The call of your inspired voice
is the lively hymn
at the time of the Yagna41 of death,
liberating the soul,
from all its physical bonds.
The same call
is the shower of awakening
of the white conch
defined in shadows,
in the mornings
of the known and the forgotten.
The sound
of the tossing and bedewed petals
is rising above
in the honeyed path
in the garden of complete silence.
A call from the dead distress
for the right path of new life;
from the darkness to light,
from illusion to peace.
Sonia, show me the path,
show me the light,
show me the path.